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: Without knowing exactly what a “‘tuffet™’ is, it is 

{ probably safe to state that had the young lady sat 

on the spider, there would have been a different 
story to tell 

: 

Still, the fact remains that most JUDGE readers 
decline to be upset by trivial annoyances; but with 
out changing the subject too abruptly, do you sub- 

. scribe to JUDGE ? Have you seen some of the recent 
. issues with those wonderfully clever covers in color ? 

it 

5 JUDGE is a regular weekly visitor to many of the 

i most exclusive families. Really, you must put it on 
| your list; it’s being done in the best circles. 
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Here yare! all the latest test sellers! 
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**sthe machine tore My he slunk behind a tree” 

The car shown 1m this illustration is @ ninety horsepower 
Fiscle Car guaranteed to tiske 100 miles an hour With lamps 
and windshield §p.cco. The gun 1s a 48-62 Breezechester 
oMainatle at ell gun shops 
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| A Marvel of Politics 
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Aes 

2 OLITICS has a high 
; 5 and sounding defi- 
>} nition in the diction- 
oN aries, being therein set 
forth as a branch of civics related closely 
to the science of government and the ad- 

ministration of public affairs. 

The definitions of many words in the 
language are of long standing. Some of 
them do not keep pace with the develop- 
ment of speech as it is modified by mod- 
ern experience. The definition of politics 
affords a case in point. It relates to the 
older days when men took office as a duty, 
filled office as an honor, and at the expi- 
ration of their terms returned to their 
shops and their plows to the applause of 
their countrymen for service well ren- 
dered. 

As the country developed, politics more 
and more took on a fascination for the 
average man, and finally became a voca- 
tion. Politics now for several years has 
been a recognized profession, and, with 
some who practice it, something akin to 
a trade. A multitude of men make a liv- 
ing by politics. Some men make more 
than a living. It all depends upon ability 
and opportunity. The newspapers are al- 
ways full of examples that explain why 
politics is a profession, with now and then 
news of cases of remarkable success in 
politics. Sometimes this news concerns 
certain hazards that hedge great success 
in politics, 

One of the most notable things about 
modern politics, however, in line with its 
peculiar fascination for the man who en- 
ters its field, is the quickness with which 
reformers conform to the rules of the 
game and become as to the manner born. 
Their theories may be sound, but they 
seem to mistake their element until they 
enter politics. 

Your reformer may inveigh against 
politicians who have won success of one 
kind or another, denounce their methods, 
and cry aloud for a general accounting, 
meantime vituperating all political ma- 
chines and machinists. Then he gets 
elected to office, and in an incredibly short 
space of time—say, after one or two pay- 
days—sets about a perpetuation of his 
honors and the making of a little machine 
of his own. 
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Brief Decisions 
WHILE the race is not always to the 
swift, the records show that it is 

even more seldom to the slow. 


In Valparaiso Colonel Roosevelt found 
a new variety of Chile con carne. 


Thus far winter weather prophets have 
been as active as ever and as inaccurate. 


A government scientist at Washington 
gravely announces the important fact that 
the bite of a skunk is not dangerous. 
Probably so; but also probably this sci- 
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REACTION 


Optim—Beautiful day, isn't it? 
Pessim—Perhaps; but I can’t keep my mind 
from the rotten weather we wave been having. 


entist is the first man who ever waited 
around long enough to be bitten by a 
skunk. 


The government has fixed the cash value 
of the wife at $1,000. Gentlemen with 
no wives to speak of pay an income tax 
on $3,000. Married men are given an ad- 
ditional $1,000. As exemption, recom- 
pense or consolation? 


Oo 
Secretary Houston does not see any 
prospect of the reduction of the cost of 
living since the new tariff law went into 
effect, but he has certainly issued a most 
readable bulletin on cow peas sandwiches 
and popcorn breakfasts. 
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Impertinence 


WO CASES of erro- 

neous viewpoint 

were recently chronicled 
by the daily press. 

An actress of some note, ‘‘headlining”’ 
in vaudeville in a condensed version of g 
play which upon its full and original rep. 
resentation in New York was stopped by 
the police several years ago, was offended 
in a Southern city because some of her 
women auditors in a box turned away 
from her performance and engaged in 
conversation. The actress stopped to hiss 
these women, who turned and hissed her 
until the curtain was lowered. 

A few days later, in the West, an actor 
who has fared well with the public, al- 
though he is not a great actor, offended by 
meager patronage of a play in which he 
was appearing, declared that he would re- 
tire from the stage, because ‘‘ people no 
longer want the fine and delicate in art.” 

Both of these players were wrong, 
Both for the moment forgot the relation 
the actor bears to the public and the obli- 
gations put upon actors by reason of pub- 
lic support. 

The public never yet has failed to re- 
spond to the real in stage art. The pub- 
lic has always been generous—sometimes 
it has been lavish—in rewarding actors 
who legitimately pleased it. No great 
actor has ever gone begging for popular 
support and appreciation, and no play 
really worth while has failed when prop- 
erly presented. 

The ector is a public servant. When 
he is eyuipped fe his vocation and ap- 
pears in a vehicl chat the public wants, 
he is richly rewarded. When he ignores 
these facts and rebukes the public, he is 
impertinent. 


Mentally Warped 


HE MATRON of the Bedford Reform- 
atory gives publicity to the fact 
that out of three thousand inmates of the 
institution over which she presides seventy 
per cent. not on'y had no schooling worthy 
of the name, but were also mentally de- 
ficient, at the ages of twenty and over hav- 
ing the minds of children of eleven and 
twelve. Considering these women as un- 
developed and neglected souls, pity is the 
only emotion they inspire. 
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HISTORICAL INTEREST IN VERMONT 


Farmer to tourists—Yes, to the left behind yonder hill the British were intrenched ; to the right back of the stone wall the Colonial 
army were encamped—and on the spot where we ‘re standing Harry Thaw was arrested. 


pecially Tschaikowsky’s Symphonies, 
which he disrespectfully called ‘‘ Boiler 


Factory Excerpts.”’ 
His sister loved music, especially |e 


Tschaikowsky’s. ‘‘When I hear his Fifth 
Symphony,”’ she said, ‘‘I always wonder if that man ever found 
what he so ardently longed for.’’ 

Her brother, a gentleman usually, a brute musically, smiled. 
**My dear, all he wanted was a drink.’’ 

“Roger! Don’t judge that mighty genius by yourself.’’ 

‘Speaking of myself, I fell asleep three times this after- 
noon, while they were grinding out that ‘Pathetique’ thing of 
his. Once drums awoke me, then cymbals, and the last crash 
came from the concerted effort of every man on the stage to do 
his loudest. You know the time I mean—when the roof seemed 
to be rising on its hind legs’’— 

**Roger !’’ 

“Don’t ‘Roger’ me! I give you my word, Cynthia, it was 
fierce! I felt like going around to the stage door and sending 
in a promissory note to those musicians, stating briefly that if 
they’d go easy, so I could sleep until the finish, I’d see that 
every man with enough strength left to hold a glass should have 
a drink the instant their boiler factory shut down.”’ 

“Roger! I hate you!’’ 

“‘Tschaikowsky and Wagner have wrecked many homes be- 
sides ours!’’ 

‘“*That reminds me—next Sunday is an ‘All-Wagner’ after- 
noon.’”’ 


OGER MURRAY disliked music, es- i= 





Her Love Cure 


By JANE VIVIAN 





a ‘‘All-Wagner! All-Wagner! Now, 
“hl Cynthia, one-half of one per cent. Wagner 
would be more than a plenty. Are you 
expecting me to accompany you to that 

«| noisefest?’’ 

“It is not necessary. Celestine is go- 
ing.’’ Celestine was as brilliant as a Western sunset, and this 
brilliance was enhanced by the black she wore in memory of a 
distant relative, who had left her one million dollars. Other 
relatives, both distant and near, had tried to prove that her gor- 
geous loveliness was a sufficient heritage without the million, 
but the old man had added a codicil to his will for his grand- 
niece’s protection: 


Se 


’ 


‘I leave this money to Celestine Simmons, knowing 
that her great beauty will foil any attempt she may 
make to battle with the world, because of the many 
snakes at large. Be it understood that by ‘snakes’ I 
mean men.’’ 

Lawyers argued for days and had almost induced the jury to 
believe that the will and codicil thereof were but the babblings 
of a feeble mind, when Celestine stepped into the witness box. 
The jury gave her one long, lingering glance and decided that 
her granduncle was the sanest man who ever held a pen. 

The foreman of the jury had the honor of verbally handing 
Celestine her million, but he was never the same thereafter. 
The smile she gave him shattered his heart, and the only balm 
he ever found was short-lived in its healing powers. He man- 
aged to obtain possession of an orchestra chair which com- 
manded a view of her box at the opera. Also a view of the 
















men wno surrounded Celestine. When 
four men hovered near her, his suffering 
was not soacute. It was 
when one particular man 
appeared and the four 
disappeared that he stag- 
gered home with his shat- 
tered heart in his hands. 
The particular ‘‘one’’ 
was Roger Murray, who 
seemed to have the right 
of way, and the foreman 
hated him with a deadly 
hate. After about a month of this self- 
inflicted agony, there was a vacant seat 
near Celestine’s box. The foreman could 
bear no more. 

*‘Celestine is going.’’ The words 
echoed in Roger Murray's brain. Sitting 
ina box at the Symphony, with the lights 
burning low, and Celestine’s voice low and 
burning into his memory—well, he could 
sit through a lifetime of Wagner. 








with our cook? But I like Wagner. 
music’’ 
**Roger!’’ 


bet.”’ 


That's a safe bet, too!’’ 









































‘‘Ah! Is she? Wagner, I believe, AE ohn ~~ 
is the other mighty genius, the one who JUVENILE ARITHMETIC 
wrote music around that woman who wears Dick—Mamma, can I have just one piece of candy before | go to bed? 
a gunny sack in the first act and pink Mamma—Yes, Dick, just one. 
chiffon in the next and can’t get any one Dick—Mamma, I think I 'll take a piece twice. 
to kiss her in either’’ 
**Kundry, my dear. Kundry is the gentlewoman you mean.’’ The following Sunday found him sitting behind his sister 


**If Miss Gunny Sack is a gentlewoman, what is the matter and-——Celestine. The latter sat with bowed head, motionless, 
I love his chop-suey Her lids drooped and the rose petals which served for a mouth 


were parted. He leaned back in his chair, the better to study 
her perfect pose. The rose petals parted a bit more. He 


**Anyway, Cyn, Wagner is always Wagner. That’s asafe longed to kiss her. 


Hush! There was a soft purring. The purring became 


His sister laughed. ‘‘And Celestine is always Celestine! louder, almost guttural. Horrors! He glanced at his sister, 


who was stifling her laughter and looking at him mercilessly. 
The conductor waved his baton, and the crash of music 
<= partially drowned the romance-destroying noise. 
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‘‘Cynthia! If she would only snore on the key, I could 
bear it!’’ 

**Celestine never claimed to have an ear for harmony.” 

*““Cynthia! Can aught so fair—snore?’’ 

“*Yes, my dear, it can and it is!’’ 

‘Cynthia! I donot love her. I did, but I don’t.’”’ 

The music stopped. Not so the snoring.. The man 
shuddered. Aught so fair could snore and was proving it. 

Roger Murray picked up his coat, his hat, his stick, 
and whispered to his sister, ‘‘ Wagner is bad enough, with- 
out that! Present my adieus to your friend.”’ 

**Ah!’’ said Celestine, opening her eyes when sure 
that he had gone. ‘‘I knew I could cure him! You see, 
Cynthia, I am going to marry Bob Somers, and I am try- 
ing to let a few of them down easily. Most of the boys 
are after my million, but Roger was not. So I tried to 
cure him with one turn of the knife. Those who merely 
wish to marry my money don’t worry me. Didn’t I snore 
lovely? I could feel his nerves getting onedge. I never 
went to sleep in the daytime since I was born!’’ 

**You even fooled me, dear. What an actress you 
SS are! Nothing else could have cooled Roger’s love, and it 













_ Feeder—I say waiter, what have you there ? 
Keelner—Soup, sir. 





THE JOCULAR GUEST 


Feeder—Soup, eh? From the position of your thumb I thought it was a finger-bowl. 


was soeasy! Soartless! But what an awful noise you 
did make!’’ 

Celestine laughed gleefully. ‘‘I sounded just like an 
alarm clock, didn’t I?’’ 

When Cynthia reached home, she found her brother 





a i ee 





3 
' 
7 





oc eters. 


bi baie in rd fh 


sd 





ee, 















STS, 


Fa ta 


BONO SSP, |e ee, F RS 2b 


ve 





— 
Somtogy 


Serer 


FT TE LES APPR ESRE SETT, 










destroying letters. 
odor arose from the diseard, which sug- 
gested Celestine. 

**Roger, Celestine is going to marry 
Bob Somers !”’ 

‘“‘And she wasn’t asleep and did all 
that awful snoring for my special benefit?”’ 

Cynthia nodded, and her brother’s 
laugh echoed merrily through the house. 


To an Old Girl of Mine 


HEN you were but a modest maid, 
Petite and debonair, 

Right daintily your snare you laid 

And lured me lightly there. 

My lips caressed your golden hair, 
There resting on my breast, 

And silence seemed supremely fair * * * 
[’ll asterisk the rest. 


The days are gone when thus we played. 
Consider what girls wear 
A bit of nothing, slit, and made 
Into a gown ‘‘is there.”’ 
‘‘Believe me, kiddo, you’re a bear !’’ 
The lover makes; his quest. 
Away to cabarets they fare * * * 
[’ll asterisk the rest. 


The writer cries, ‘‘My fame will fade, 
My publisher will swear, 
Unless I write a book inlaid 
With passion ev’rywhere. 
There’|] be a maiden unaware 
Enmeshed at man’s behest. 
I’ll risk what risque things I dare * * * 
I’ll asterisk the rest.’”’ 


ENVOY 
Fair maids may smile or coldly stare 
Or wonder if I jest; 
Whate’er my thoughts on this affair * * * 
I'll asterisk the rest.—H. L. Armes. 





A faint, reminiscent 









































HOME AGAIN 
** Milo, my dear, you really must try a disappearance. 


Modern 


Drummer—Don’t you have old-fash- 
ioned barn dances any more? 

Lew Lucas—Nope. Now we call ’em 
‘‘garage socials.”’ 


Abstinence is the mother of competence. 
Absinthe is the other way. 


~ 
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THAT'S DIFFERENT 
Farmer—Can you keep my daughter in the luxury to which she is accustomed ? 


City suitor— What does that imply ? 
Farmer—Fresh eggs for breakfast ! 


It adds so to one’s popularity!’’ 


Ever Notice ? 


VER notice that the very poorest 
player on the nine 

Always has the biggest bump cf self- 
conceit? 

Ever notice that the very cheapest motor 

car in line 

Always makes the biggest racket on 
the street? 


Ever notice that the trotting horse that 
never wins a race : 
Always needs most waiting on and 
greatest care? 
Ever notice that the fellow with the least 
important place 
Always wears the very most important 
air? 


Ever notice that the maiden whom the 
boys admire the least 
Always talks the most about her many 
beaus? 
Ever notice that the woman whose own 
husband is a beast 
Always pities ‘‘poor Mis’ Jenkins, 
goodness knows’’? 


Ever notice that the preacher who ha- 
rangues to empty pews 
Always brags the most about that 
church of his? 
Ever notice that the paper with the 
smallest batch of news 
Always shouts the most about how good 
it is? —Walter G. Doty. 
Count that day lost whose low-descend- 
ing sun sees no fresh explanation from 
Secretary McAdoo of the income dun. 








H, YE who in the cities dwell, and work your fingers off to 

swell the fortunes of the idle rich, whose autos crowd you 

to the ditch, forsake the streets of brick and stone, the town of 

heartache, grief and groan, and seek the blooming countryside, 
where all the happy folk abide! 

There you may harvest oats and hay, and put in eighteen 
hours a day, and breathe the balmy, sunlit air, and have a mort- 
gage here and there. It is the natural retreat for men who’ve 
worn away their feet beneath a load of city cares, by climbing 
miles of city stairs. The country calls us—let’s away and bask 
in piles of newmown hay, and gather melons from the trees and 
dodge the redhot bumblebees. 

How sweet it is, at early morn, to stand and view your 
growing corn! The walls of green that sway and nod in every 
zephyr that’s abroad! How sweet to lean upon the fence and 
figure thus: ‘‘Some five months hence this corn will all be 
husked, and then I’ll have all kinds of shining yen! Five thou- 
sand bushels I expect, and, if my figures are correct, the girls 
shall have their silken gowns, and I some flossy handmedowns. 
I’ll buy a good new motor car, and then we’ll gallivant afar 
and visit Cousins Jane and Sue and Aunt Lenore and Uncle 
Lou.’’ ’Tis pleasant thus to stand and dream, while in the sun 
the corn rows gleam—a joy unknown to city folks, who strive 
and strain beneath their yokes. 

The gentle granger leans once more upon his fence and gazes 
o’er the corn rows rippling in the sun, now changed from green 
to dusty dun. ‘‘Alas,’’ he sighs, ‘“‘the prospect’s dark! No 
rain since Noah sailed his ark! My hogs are all too sick to 
root, my hens don’t lay their kind of fruit, my cows are dry, 
my horses lame, and I am weary of the game! There won’t be 
corn enough this year to feed one sad-eyed brindled steer, and 
all the work that I have done won’t bring three sous in wooden 
mon. Oh, how I envy those who live in crowded towns, where, 
if they give their labor by the week or day, they’re pretty sure 
to draw their pay!’’ 





“THE GENTLE GRANGER LEANS ONCE MORE UPON HIS FENCE” 


ping coupons from the 


life’s the life for fools; let us get out among 
the mules, the clucking hens, and things like 


those, and work for less 


"RIGHT HERE, MUM, ‘YOU 


Oh, let us from the towns depart and get 
back close to Nature’s heart, where drouths 
and storms of wind and hail can make our 
work of no avail. Oh, let us plow the loam 
and sand and have a mortgage on the land, 
while city guys, who know the game, are clip- 


same. The urban 





than board and clothes. 





MADE ME LOVE YOU’ FOR TEN CENTS” 


Holding Trade 


ee WOU look disgruntled, 


?? said the shoe man. 


**Yes,’’ snapped the hatter. ‘‘Had a little rush just 
now, and a couple of prospective customers walked out with- 


out being waited on.’’ 


‘‘They seldom get away from me,’’ declared the shoe man. 
‘I take off their shoes as soon as they come in.”’ 


Wants to Capitalize His Prospects. 


Mr. Rocks—So you want to marry my daughter. Well, 
young man, what are your prospects? 
Young man—Excellent—if you don’t spoil them. 


Not 


a Professional 


Ned—What did Miss Petite say after you kissed her? 
Ted—She told me to call on Friday hereafter, because that 


was amateurs’ night. 


Teacher—Now, James, 


the word ‘‘extinct’’? 
James—Yes’m. 


Placed 


do you understand the meaning of 


Teacher—Then name one bird that is now extinct. 


James—Chipper. 


Teacher—Chipper? What kind of bird is that? 


James—My pet pigeon. 








The cat caught him this morning. 
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She and He 


HE thinks time spent in angling 
shows no sense, 
And hunting’s wrong, according 
to her view; 
Yet when not fishing hard for com- 
pliments, 
She’s making game of you. 


He thinks the rapt astronomer a 


loon, ; 
The tillers of the soil excite his 
mirth; ; 
Yet when he is not crying for the 
moon, 


It seems he wants the earth. 
—Nathan M. Levy. 


So! 

“Did you have anything to eat 
last night, when you got home from 
the club?’’ 

“‘Oh, my wife gave me a roast.’’ 


No Dividends Guaranteed 


‘‘T bought some hens from you,”’ 
said the retired banker, who was do- 
ing a little amateur farming. 

~“Toa.”" 

**Not one of them has laid anegg yet.’’ 

‘Well, it’s this way, Mr. Wombat,’’ 
explained the old farmer, not unkindly. 
‘“‘A hen ain’t like a bond with interest- 
bearing coupons. ”’ 


A Phrase Exemplified 


**You do not offer enough.’”’ 
“I don’t quite get you, duke,’’ said the 


‘‘That’s the idea. You don’t quite get 
me. Another lady has raised your bid.’’ 


THE NEWEST—GOLF 


A Rude Awakening 


‘‘I married that man for a bread win- 
ner, judge, but he am a bred loser, sah. 
That niggah ain’t got no luck no time!’’ 


The Route to Reno 


Lovers’ Lane. 
Easy Street. 
Affinity Avenue. 


Road companies feel more secure now 
that the price of eggs has gone skyward. 














CALLED! 


“* Say, don’t you know better than to be drumming around here at this unheard of time of the year? 
Now quit, and let sensible folks finish their sleep in peace.’’ 








AT NIGHT 


A Conventicnal Case 


A PROPOSAL was imminent, and they 
both knew it. He talked tariff for 
awhile, but there isn’t much romance in 
the tariff, and that topic was soon ex- 
hausted. Finally he reached for her hand. 

‘‘Dearest!’’ 

She said nothing. 

‘You know that I love you.’’ 

More silence. 

**T want you to be my little wife.”’ 

Her silence must have given him a 
slight chill. He switched off to practical 
talk. 

“IT get thirty dollars a week, Mabel, 
and I feel sure that you think well of me. 
How about it?”’ 

The girl looked at him steadfastly. 

‘‘George,’’ said she, ‘‘I like you well 
enough, but I’m going to talk to you 
frankly. Listen. You want me to marry 
you on thirty dollars a week. I have no 
interest in the home. I play bridge for 
money. I smoke cigarettes. I require 
expensive clothes and continual excite- 
ment. I can’t cook. I won’t learn. I 
know very little that would be useful. 
Now, under these conditions, do you still 
want me?”’ 

The young man smiled indulgently. 

**Certainly I want you,’’ he answered. 
‘*Why should I have a wife any different 


from so many other men’s wives?’’ 
—Wm. 8S. Adkins. 


His Time 
He’d eat his lunch in a minute; 
He had no time to spare. 


At a mounted fish in a window, 
He’d stop an hour to stare. 











GOOD SPORT 


First bystander—How did it happen ? 

Second byStander—The motorman went after 
him and missed, but the chauffeur on the offside 
got him. 


Reform—A Fable 


Bu RANDOLPH BARTLETT 

=~ WN THE beginning two Re- 

\i{ formers discovered that 

men were mistaking Black 

for White, and determined 
to rectify the mistake. 

So the First Reformer 
went up and down the 
world, crying out so that 
. all men might hear him, 
‘Black is not White. Black is Black.’’ 

When the people heard him, some re- 
fused to listen; others scorned and mocked; 
still others were angry; and they stoned 
the First Reformer to death. 

Then the Second Reformer went out 
into the world, and wherever he found a 
few people gathered together, he would 
go to them and say, ‘‘Black is White, but 
it is not pure White. See the little tar- 
nished spots here and there. Is it not 
peculiar?’’ 

This aroused their curiosity, without 
causing antagonism, and they listened 
while the Reformer talked to them about 
the tarnished spots, until they said they 
themselves could see them. 

Then the Reformer, having gained their 
friendship and confidence, took another 
step and said, ‘‘I do not believe that Black 
is even tarnished White; it seems to me 
to be merely Gray.”’ 

And the people looked closely and lis- 
tened eagerly while the Reformer ex- 
pounded his theory of the Grayness of 

















Black, until they were convinced, and 
some even said, ‘‘We knew it all the 
time.”’ 

Day by day the Reformer continued, 
until one day he boldly told the people to 
look for themselves and see that Black, 
in truth, was not White, nor Gray, nor 
any other intermediate shade, but just 
Black. The people looked, and, because 
they were ready for the idea, admitted 
that the Reformer was right. 

Then they remembered the First Re- 
former, and to his memory they erected a 
great monument. 

Moral—The martyr gets the glory, but 
the diplomat does the work. 


Changed 


First chorus lady—What do you think, 
dear? George is back from Alaska, 
stony-broke and so altered that you would 
hardly know him! 

Second chorus lady—I’m sure I sha’n’t, 
dear. 








MARS IS TALKING TO US 
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«s AH! YOU aresuperb!’’ said Madame 

Olga, who was waiting in the 
wings of the Universal Vaudeville Theater 
to go on for her turn, as Adolphus Maxim 
came off to thunderous applause. 

Madame Olga never had seen or heard 
Adolphus Maxim before, but artistic fellowship had led her to 
speak, and enthusiasm had colored her greeting. 

Adolphus Maxim was a virtuoso—a trombone virtuoso—and 
his hair, flowing in leonine luxury, had amazed Madame Olga 
no less than his playing of the trombone had done. His trom- 
bone playing was really extraordinary. He could syncopate 
such classics as Schubert’s ‘‘Hark, Hark, the Lark!’’ but was 
inimitable with such ragtime ditties of the day as ‘‘When Fa- 
ther’s Whiskers Got Afire.’’ This particular ditty was usually 
sung to the patter of fire horses’ hoofs, bell ringing and whistle 
blowing off stage—a sort of fire department obligato. By his 
wonderful art on the trombone Adolphus Maxim could win more 
applause for ‘‘When Father’s Whiskers Got Afire’’ than all this 
“‘business,’’ supplemented by the very best ragtime vocalism, 
could evoke. 

Adolphus was flattered by Madame Olga’s comp!iment and 
wrung her extended hand as she went on. He stood in the 
wings to watch her act and became enthusiastic as he saw her 
beautifully ample figure swing and sway in the lifting and jug- 
gling of heavy weights. She was a strong woman in the winter 
in the vaudeville, and a lion tamer in the summer in the circus. 


A Stage 


By J. A. 
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c **Magnificent!’’ Adoiphus exclaimed, 
= as she came off also to great applause. A 
= romance had begun. Day after day, night 
ir 


Romance 


after night, they greeted and app'auded 
each other and grew fonder. Before the 
week’s engagement had ended, Adolphus 


had proposed marriage and been accepted. Friday forenoon 
they went together for a marriage license. On the street, 
everywhere, as in the theater, Adolphus’s hair excited wonder 
and admiration. 

The stage is a field of real as well as of fictional romance, 
and this aside from ventures of Johnnies at stage doors and 
elsewhere and episodes following the perfumed billets-doux of 
matinee idols. 

Here and there is an actor who is almost steadily in the 
newspapers because of his matrimonial variety. Marital enter- 
prise and the pursuit of art with him go hand in hand. And 
here and there is an actress of like dual demonstration. Neither 
of these, of course, changes partners seriously with every 
change of part, and thus the psychologist cannot lay this ama- 
tory inclination to the influence of dramatic authors, although 
the acting of ever-changing love scenes may have some impul- 
sive effect. If some of those in higher stage walks may marry 
often, why should not those in the lower walks marry once in a 
while? 

Sunday morning, with four fellow-artists, Adolphus and 
Madame Olga visited a clergyman and were married. The party 








repaired to Madame Olga’s hotel, where her quarters 
had been extended to a suite, for a wedding feas*. After 
prolonged gayety their friends left them, and the happy 
couple retired to their individual rooms to dress for their 
first evening alone. 

As Adolphus changed his formal attire for something 
more comfortable, he heard Madame Olga’s voice in ex- 
travagant endearment. 

‘Oh, my darling!’’ she cried, ‘‘how I 1l-o0-v-e you! 
How I I-o-v-e you!’’ 

‘‘Ah,’’ thought Adolphus, ‘‘what a fine woman! And 
how she loves me!’’ Joyous, he quietly entered her 
room. 

She stood with her back to the door, fondling a che- 
tah cub, which purred responsive affection. 

Adolphus swelled with rage and jealousy. ‘‘So, 
madam !’’ he cried, ‘‘that creature is the object of your 
affection, eh?’’ 

As she turned in surprise, she saw Adolphus, but not 
her Adolphus. His sparse hair was plastered to his 
head in sections between which were strips of unmiti- 
gated baldness that shocked. 

‘*Your hair—where is it?’’ she cried. 

*“‘My hair? Did you think, then, madam,’’ he 
sneered, ‘‘that you were marrying a wig?’’ 

Madame Olga laughed in a way that made Adolphus shudder. 
She pointed to the door. 

**Go!’’ she said. ‘‘I never want to see your face again!’’ 

And as Madame Olga was a strong woman and had tamed 
lions, Adolphus went. 


A Knockout 


UST MARRIED sat in his corner of the ring, putting on 
his gloves. His ring experience had resulted in many vic- 
tories, but this was the first time he was to encounter such a 
formidable adversary. He had just been married, and he knew 
he had to win, for his happiness depended upon it. 
In the other corner of the ring, his opponent, Cost of High 
Living, flushed with many victories, was gazing at the crowd of 





THE IDOL RICH 


Young men and old their homage pay to wealth, that matrimony may 
Insure them, if they favor find, in eyes that to the truth are blind. 


spectators and counting the house. Confidence showed in his 
every movement, for he had always been victorious. A number 
of Tradesmen were his seconds, while the only assistant Just 
Married had was his Wife, and she was inexperienced. 

At the sound of the bell both combatants rushed to the center 
of the ring and squared off. Just Married drew first blood by the 
Raise in Wages to the nose, but Cost of High Living uppercut 
with a Milliner’s Bill that staggered him. They sparred the 
rest of the round, each watching the otherclosely. At the close 
of the round, each went to his respective corner. The Trades- 
men kneaded the muscles of Cost of High Living, while the 
Wife murmured words of encouragement to Just Married. 

The second round saw both men greatly refreshed. Just Mar- 
ried landed a Loan from a Rich Relative to the eye of Cost of 
High Living, completely closing the optic, and the champion 
stalled for time. Just Married, feeling 
victory within his grasp, became careless, 




















and Cost of High Living hammered him 
with Increased Cost of Food and a Dress- 
maker’s Bill to the solar plexus. The 
end of the round found both men tired. 

During a minute’s rest, the Wife grew 
tired of the battle, and, instead of giving 
Just Married a breathing spell, insisted 
that he use Bequest from Rich Uncle as a 
knockout blow and end the fight. He was 
still tired when the bell rang. 

Before Just Married could put up his 
hands, he received a volley of Horse 
Shows, Opera Seats and Atlantic City 
Bills to the jaw, causing him to become 
groggy. Before he could use his Bequest 
from Rich Uncle, an Automobile to the 
point of the jaw knocked him out. 

The Wife, seeing the result, made cer- 
tain arrangements, and, after waiting the 
legal length of time, became the second 
of a descendant of the men who bought 
Manhattan Island for twenty-four dollars, 
and lived happily ever after. 











CRITICAL 
Ex-avidower—Children, this is your new mamma. 


The toughest—Gee! Is dat de best you could do, dad? 


—Morris Strunsky. 


Act honestly —act boldly—and leave re- 
sults to the press agent. 














“Quit c-c-crowdin’ me in the d-d-ditch, Tillie! There's nothin’ to be sc-sc-scared of!” 





JUDGE’S MOTION 
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HE STARTS 
OFF, DOWN 
THE TRAIL 


























TOMMY-HAWK 
ARENEGADE INDIAN 
TRAILS AFTER 
CALAMITY IKE 
TOHOLD HIM UP 
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MEANTIME 
CALAMITY IKE 
GETS FURTHER 
AHEAD ~ AND 










































THE SMOKE 
CLEARS, AND 
CALAMITY IKE 
FINDS WHAT 
HE IS AFTER 
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A Shot at Fortune: 


Correct 


Sunday-school teacher—Benny, can you 
tell me what a prophet is? 

Benny—Buying something for a dime 
and selling it for a quarter. 


Many a heated argument between man 
and wife is due to an old flame. 


Genius Will Out 
Smiley-—I didn’t think it was in him, 
but I see that young Noodle has made a 
hit in the literary line at last. 
Dobson—Is that so? What is the name 
of the work? 
Smiley—Haven’t you heard? He is the 
author of the latest thing in college yells! 











or, Calamity Ike’s rather sudden success 


Naturally 


Socialist vrator—Tell me why it is you 
have to work from morning until night. 

Auditor—It is the only time we get. 
We sleep from night till morning. 


Nothing is accidental—except the self- 
made man. 
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If you must break the speed laws, take the right person along to intercede for you 


The Eugenic Baby 


REDESTINED to a blameless life 

Before his hour of birth, 

Without the ills of common clay, 
Or sins of wicked earth, 

He never kicked, he never cried, 
He never teased the cat, 

But lay and slept the hours away, 
And gathered pounds of fat. 


He never needed medicine, 
He did as he was told, 

His pa and ma was proud of him 
Till he was ten years old. 

And then, alas! for all their dreams 
Of mortals bred by rule, 

Eugenics got a knockout blow— 
They found he was a fool. 

—Minna Irving. 


What if She Had Been Hungry ? 


Miss Sweetlie—Now, May, dear, this 
lunch ison me. I insist, even if we did 
just happen to meet in the doorway com- 
ing in. You are to lunch with me, and 
there will be one check for both of us. 

May—How dear of you, Belle! But, 
really, I want almost nothing at all. We 
had breakfast unusually late this morn- 
ing, and I made some candy after that and 
ate a lot of it, and then I ate some fruit, 
and when the cook made a cake, she sent 


me up a little trial cake she had made. 
So, really, Belle, I have hardly any appe- 
tite at all; but you order all you want, 
and I’ll sort of nibble along with you. 
Let’s see. The squabs they serve here 
are always delicious. I think I’ll have 
one and some Delmonico potatoes. I 
don’t know of any place where they are 
quite so nice as they are here. Then I 
guess I’ll have a fruit salad and- Oh, 
did you ever try their lobster Newburg 
here? It’s delicious! I’ll have an order 
of that, and I don’t know but I’ll havea 
banana fritter with wine sauce and a pot 
of cocoa with whipped cream; and for 
dessert, dear, I don’t think I want a thing 
but a sultana roll with claret sauce and 
the usual crackers and cheese. Truly, 
dear, I’m not a bit hungry, and I’m eat- 
ing as much to keep you company as any- 
thing else. Oh, yes! I don’t know but 
I will have an order of assorted cake with 
the sultana roll. Positively, dear, that is 
everything I want, for, as I say, I am 
hardly « bit hungry.—Max Merryman. 


Why Not? 


Zoology teacher—Edgar, what is the 
highest form of animal life? 
Edgar-—The giraffe. 


Poor Engineering 

T°? LEARN the tango Harry had an itch, 
But all his labored efforts were in 
vain; 

His clumsy hands misplaced the lady’s 
switch, 

His awkward feet completely wrecked 

her train! 


The Mother Tongue 


‘“‘Does Miss De 
mother?’’ 

‘‘Not so much at first sight; but when 
she begins to talk, there’s a speaking 
likeness. ”’ 


As Everybody Knows 


‘‘How are you modern women on the 
skirt question?’’ asked the ancient shade. 

‘*Divided!’’ bawled the young potential 
spirit, informatively. 


The Tie That Binds 


Wife—I am a bundle of nerves! 

Sympathetic husband—Well, so long as 
the string doesn’t break, you will be all 
right, my dear! 


Gabb resemble her 


A man cannot always be known by his 
looks, for he may be cross-eyed. 








The Dangerous Chinese Pipe 


A CHINAMAN in Paterson was fined 
ten dollars a few days ago for hit- 
ting another man with his pipe. 

To our way of thinking, the Chinaman 
got off too lightly, for we have seen a 
Chinese pipe. We know how large a 
Chinese pipe is. When you stand it up 
in the corner, it looks like a piece of fur- 
niture. It looks as though it might be 
meant to use on the carpet. 

When a Chinaman wants to take his 
pipe upstairs, he has to get it on his 
shoulder and a good grip on the banister. 
To hear him staggering down 
the hall with it sounds as though 
the moving men had come. 

When a Chinese tobacco pipe 
falls off the arm of a chair, the 
janitor comes running up to see 
what has happened. 

If a burglar breaks into a 
Chinese house, the husband does 
not try to get hold of a chair or 
a stick of stovewood. He feels 
around for his pipe and tele- 
phones for the police to be sure 
to bring a stretcher. 

Although the bow] of a Chi- 
nese pipe looks like a bend in 
a water main, the hole for the 
tobacco is no larger than a lead 
pencil. As soon as the operator 
has taken one whiff, he has to 
stoke up again. Before he 
starts in to have a good, com- 
fortable smoke, he has to wheel up a sup- 
ply of matches. By the time a queue 
native has smoked all that he wants, he 
is all worn out from filling his pipe, and 
the match stubs are piled around him un- 
til it looks as if a beaver had been at 
work. 

As for ourself, we wouldn’t be hit over 
the head with a Chinese pipe for twice 
ten dollars. In fact, money would be no 
temptation to us when it came to be wal- 
loped over the head with an Oriental T. B. 


A Shocking Age 


A medical savant in Berlin has just 
worked out a plan by which people can be 
shocked to sleep. It seems to us that in 


this day of slashed skirts, tangoes and 
sex stories in the magazines, people are 
shocked enough during the day without 
putting them under with it at night. 
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Diaphanous Fervor 


WE SEE, according to the fashion sec- 

tion, that diaphanous gowns are to 
be in vogue more than ever after the 
middle of January. It would be just our 
luck for it to be cloudy all spring. 

We are believers in the diaphanous; 
gown. No one has ever heard us say a 
word against it. Instead of that, we are 
always to be found on the sunny side of 
the street. 

We are never too busy to stop and ad- 
mire a diaphanous gown. If other men 


are too busy, they can make arrange- 
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“MONEY WOULD BE NO TEMPTATION TO US WHEN IT CAME TO BE 
WALLOPED OVER THE HEAD WITH AN ORIENTAL T. B.” 


ments with us to do their looking for 
them at what, no doubt, will be a satis- 
factory figure to both sides. Our ad 
might read: 
GOWN GAZING 
At Reasonable Figures 

So, we say, don’t discourage the divert- 
ing diaphanous. There are enough cares 
in the world without doing away with any 
of its blessings. 


Superficial 


Cincinnati is considering passing a law 
requiring that lights be placed on baby 
carriages. We prophesy that this will 
meet with strong objection on the part of 
Cincinnati mothers. Why, there isn’t a 
mother in the city, we’ll wager, who 
doesn’t think that her offspring is bright 
enough to make artificial illumination 
needless ! 
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Abbreviated Observations 


[t HAS become known that some laun- 
dries are using sawdust in the place 
of soap. From the looks of some of the 
collars that we get back, it would look 
as though they were using just the saw. 


=~ 


We wonder how many playwrights are 
busy now, bending over the midnight 
Mazda, turning out poison-needle plays, 
It won’t be long until we can go to the 
theater and find out all about how it’s 
done by budding playwrights who have 
seen it written up in the papers. For 
titles they might use ‘‘The 
Noxious Needle’’ or ‘‘The Curse 
of the Cambric.”’ 


A negro working in New 
York fell off a seven-story build- 
ing for the second time a few 
daysago. Each time he landed 
on his head, and each time he 
came back whistling; but the 
boss discharged him, on the 
ground that he was losing too 
much time coming back. 

CO) 

A famous beauty specialist 
says that women ruin their 
beauty worrying about men. 
We must say that there are a 
lot of men being worried about. 
We saw some of these women 
on the street the other day. 
Even the fact that they had 
veils on didn’t keep them from showing 
that they had been worrying. 

A Holy Roller preacher in Alabama 
became so wrought up over his subject 
that he let a rattlesnake bite him five 
times to prove that he was immune to 
the poison. His assistant delivered a 
pleasant and courteous sermon at the ob- 
sequies. 

0 

A Poughkeepsie woman offers a reward 
of thirty-five dollars for the return of her 
husband, dead or alive. We'll bet that a 
husband who had a wife of that kind 
would come back only in the former way. 

A couple were fined six dollars a few 
days ago for kissing in Yonkers. This is 
outrageous! A person has got to do 
something there to pass the time. 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


Curbsid 


With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 
And J, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 


The Difference 

THE WOMEN once were scored in jests 

Or loud denounced as dreadful pests 
When in fair Washington they’d meet, 
To storm the government’s high seat. 
But now with smiles and speeches neat 
Each legislator doth them greet. 
Since they’ve not changed in looks or 

brain, 

The reason is both clear and plain 
That backing them, a mighty band, 
A million voting sisters stand. 


Men Suffragists 

ONGRESSMAN-AT-LARGE 
KEATING, of Colorado, re- 
plying to Mr. Heflin’s taunt that no 
men except cowards or mollycoddles 
believe in woman suffrage, says that 
the Westerners who have given the 
ballot to women are descendants of 
the best brain and brawn of the 
country, since by toil and hardship 
of the severest kind they converted 
a wilderness into a garden. ‘‘The 
cowards stayed at home,”’ says Mr. 
Keating, ‘‘and the weaklings died 
on the way,’’ so that only the strong- 
est and the most dauntless left the 
East for the hazards of the West. 
American women may well be proud 
not only that they have been enfran- 
chised by such sturdy manhood, but 
that for ‘once strength and justice 

have been joined together. 


A Statistician 
ISS KATHERINE GILES is 
capable of making such de- 
pendable observations on cotton sta- 
tistics that she is often employed by~ 
the United States government to 
make reports. She is quoted as saying 
that she loves her work and would not 
give it up even for that soul-satisfying 
thing—matrimony. That statistics should 
conquer love is enough to make the dole- 
ful prophets of this woman’s age take an- 
other long breath and sail forth into fiery 
philippics. 


Alaskan Men 
HE MEN of Alaska gave full suffrage 
to women in the first bill passed by 
the Territorial Legislature, and now, by a 
Special section of their compiled laws, 
they repeal all statutes that keep women 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


from an equality with men legally. They 
surely have things quite twisted, for we 
have it straight from our anti friends 
that as soon as women grab the ballot, 
men will get even by taking away their 
property rights and other safeguards be- 
fore the law. 


A Change of Front 


MAY suffragists of Greater New York 
are visiting the Night Court and 





IN THE TOILS 


learning a bit of aside of life about which 
there is much deplorable ignorance among 
good women. A woman long opposed to 
political rights for her sex accompanied a 
party of her more enlightened sisters to 
the court and was shocked at the discrim- 
ination made against the unfortunate 
women tried before her. Upon leaving, 
she was heard to say with some feeling, 
*‘I’ve always said I didn’t believe in 
the ballot for women, on account of en- 
franchising the prostitutes of our big 
cities; but now I believe that, above all, 
they are the women who should be given 
the ballot to use as a weapon of defense.’’ 


Comments 


Suffragisms 


Parable of the Ancient Head—And it 
came to pass that a certain tribe wearied 
of the ancient ways of their fathers and 
sought for change. And among other 
things they sought to do honor to her who 
should be adjudged among women the 
most new. And many women entered in, 
hoping to be made first. And there came 
one with garments slit fore and aft, 
decked with fine linen and myrrh and 
frankincense and with strange head- 
gear, brandishing sidewaysly a dust- 
er of feathers toward the eyes of all 
who could not dodge. And much 
learning had she and could spout. 
within the gates even as her broth- 
ers. And all marveled, believing 
she would win. But the judge spake 
much with her, and, lo! he passed 
her by, saying, 

*‘Verily, thy garments cry with 
loud voices that thou art up to date, 
and thy learning seems to proclaim 
thee new, even as thy works. But 
within thy mind lurk thoughts born 
of thy sex’s slavery—thoughts of 
weakness, deception, lack of self- 
respect. Therefore thy head is an- 
cient—that of the Old, not of the 
New Woman.’’ 

And she rent her garments and 
went and sate with a backnumber 
who was two months behind the 
style, for she realized for the first 
time that it is the attitude of mind 
that makes of one a new and of an- 
other an old sister. 


Quotations 


IF WOMEN had the ballot, they 

would drive corruption out. I 

should like to see the ballot in the hands 
of every woman.—Mark Twain. 

It is very cheap wit that finds it so 
droll that a woman should vote.—Ralph 
Waldo Emerson. 

The Juvenile Court of Denver has al- 
ways had back of it the support of the 
women, especially of the mothers of Den- 
ver, and whatever success it may be cred- 
ited with is largely, if not entirely, due 
to their efforts.—Judge Ben Lindsey. 

I go for all sharing the privileges of 
government who assist in bearing its bur- 
dens, by no means excluding females.— 
Abraham Lincoln. 














Two-Faced 
And this is the bobby who knows only 
how to be haughty and disobliging to 
men !— Tokyo Puck. 





Qu’est-ce que c’est que ca? Il va jouer de la 
grosse caisse pendant que vous m’arrac les dents? 

C’est pour que les clients qui attendent n’entendent 
pas, des fois que vous gueuleriez trop fort !! 


‘*What’s that? Is he going to beat the 
big drum while you pull out my teeth?’’ 

‘*That is so the patients who are wait- 
ing will not hear, in case you howl too 
loudly !’’—Le Sourire (Paris). 








Finance 


‘*And, oh, Mr. Brown, I didn’t get 
those shares you advised me,to buy. The 
man wanted more for them than when 
they were new, so, of course, I didn’t 
take them.’’—Bulletin (Sydney). 





Adulteration 
Voyons si de boire avec ces pailles comme les mes- 
sieurs bien habillés, ca rend les consommations meil- 


° 


leures ?. 

‘“‘Let us see if drinking with these 
straws, like well-dressed gentlemen, 
makes the taste any better.’’ 


Cane a 


C’est drole, moi, je ne trouve pas que ¢a donne un 
gout bien agréable. 


*‘That’s funny! 1 don’t find that it 
tastes any better.’’—Pele-Mele (Paris). 











At the Card Game 


“Ejyne, de diszn6 szerencséje van 


magdnak. 

Ondricsek !’ 

“Ne csodélja, mert viszont a szerelemben nagy a 
pechem. Nem akar elvdlni a feleségem.”’ 

‘‘What capital luck you have, Ondric- 
sek !’’ 

‘*No wonder, since I am so unlucky in 
love. My wife refuses to divorce me.”’ 
—Borsszen Janko (Budapest). 


Awful 
Madge—Don’t you think a girl should 
marry an economical man? 
Dolly—I suppose so; but it’s awful be- 
ing engaged to one.—Liverpool Mercury. 





Not Tangoing 


Conscientious window - dresser — Mr. 
Graham! Would you mind giving Miss 
Willcox a call and ask her to kindly step 
this way and give me this pose? I can’t 
quite get what I want.— Punch (London). 
ce \ 











“Comment arrives-to 4 faire si bien obéir ton cien?” 


, 


“Et il comprend ?” 
m, quand on vons parle, vous comprenez-t-y 
point ?"’ 


**How do you succeed in making your 
dog obey so well?’’ 

**I speak to him.’ 

**And does he understand?”’ 

*‘Well, when I speak to you, don’t you 
understand?’’—Le Rire (Paris). 


, 





A Reduction ? 

Luncher—Look here, waiter. I’m very 
sorry, but I’ve only just sufficient money 
with me to pay the bill, and nothing left 
for a tip for you. 

Waiter (confidentially)—Would you 
mind just letting me ’ave another look at 
the bill, sir?—Sketch (London). 
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From a Sinners Diary 
BARBARA, my horse, has been limping 

lately. I took it from that he was 
lame, and had different professionals hold 
an inquest. They eye him, pick out a 
spot they want, clinch in and wring it. 
Naturally Barbara dances around, just as 
you or I would. * There!’’ they say. 
‘You see where it is!’’ Some clinch one 
place, some another. The first said, 
‘Your horse is sweeneyed a little. I can 
cure it for fifty cents.’’ The next said, 
‘‘He ain’t sweeneyed any more than you 
are. If he is in one shoulder, he is in 
poth. But if he is, ten cents’ worth of 
wood alcohol would cure him.’’ The next: 
“‘You’ll find it’s in his foot. Get your 
horse shod, and he’!! be all right. Don’t 
you go near him with wood alcohol. It’ll 
take the hair off wherever it touches. 
The other kind is the best, anyway.”’ I 
bought a new whip, and it brought Bar- 
bara out of the trance quicker than any- 
thing. 

Brother Roy is making a collection of 
things the girls stick down his neck at 
dances, when they go by his chair where 
he sits playing. Some he pockets on the 
spot, and some he can’t get till later. 
He has a cigar box half full. There’s 
one drab, two pink and three white loz- 
enges; two hairpins, a buttonhook, a slate 
rag, pieces of lamp wick and lace, a curl- 
ing-iron handle, sen-sen, spruce and pep- 
sin gum wrappers, half a pink gumdrop, 
a piece of popcorn cob, some mosquito 
netting, a green tassel, some fur, a lico- 
rice cough drop, some tatting, a penknife 
handle, eleven buttons to match all kinds 
of apparel, a glass ball from a stickpin, 
one American and two Cuban flags, two 
yards of thread, a dandelion leaf, a gera- 
nium bouquet, two pansies, a crochet 
hook, twenty-six peanut shucks and a 
handful of popcorn. All of which, trans- 
lated, means, if the floor manager should 
say, ‘‘Ladies, choose pardners,’’ with one 
accord these girls would exclaim, ‘‘ Dance 
with me, Roy!’’ Nothing is ever stuck 
down my back. 

I found a black mitten the other day. 
Whoever has the other might as well give 
it to me. 

Ma says she never had so much pros- 
perity. She has a new cistern, a new hat 
and dress and a few dimes to jingle. 
(She owes me ten dollars. ) 

I’m giving music lessons where the 
folks are so poor the chairs have no legs 
nor backs. I don’t know as I blame the 
woman for wanting something in the 
house, if it isn’t more than the G scale. 
At the same time, I hate to leave them 
around for nothing. When people can’t 
pay, I always rather they’d take of some 
one else. If they offer, I’ll take it, not 
wait for a more convenient season. 

“You must go to bed before you’re 
sleepy and get up before your nap is out, 
or you’ll never amount to anything.’’— 
Grandma. —Lynette Freemire. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott’s 
Bitters be used in making it : insures your getting ~ very 
best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. ADV.) 
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Always Everywhere 


Apollinart 


“THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS” 
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The Busy Man of the Hour 


must make every second count. He cannot spare time to read long articles. Still, to 
be successful he must keep in touch with the worla’s progress; be posted on the most 
efficient and up-to-date methods. He also requires a certain amount of wholesome, 
entertaining reading. It is for just such men, to whom time means both money and 
opportunity, that Popular Electricity and the World’s Advance is published. It tells 
them tersely, yet interestingly, of the latest advances of the world today; gives them 
the gist of current happenings, with time and money-saving suggestions. applicable 
to their own affairs. Yet it isn’t dry or prosy, but entertaining from cover to cover. 

The illustration shows a most efficient application of the automobile, phonograph 
and electricity to the making of an important road survey. This unique combination 
of modern methods not only resulted in an immense saving of valuable time but in 
absolute accuracy which it would be difficult to obtain otherwise. An interesting 
story of this effective method, which can also be applied to other lines of business, 
appears in 


POPULAR ELECTRICITY *"2 WORLD’S ADVANCE 
FOR FEBRUARY 
Now on Sale at Your Newsdealers 


Among other striking articles in this issue are: How Burglars Decipher Safe Com- 
binations—Uncle Sam as a Railroad Operator—Outwitted by the Telo-Detective—The 
Trouble Shooters of the Sierras—Progress in Railroad Electrification—Cheap Power 
For the South—The Electric Eye of a Battleship—Why the “Six” Produce Continuous 
Power—Artificial Joints in Living Limbs—Aerial Cableway to The “Vale of Cash- 
mere”’—The Original Tango—Egyptian Sun Power Plant—World’s Largest Ice Cave— 
Mary Garden in Motion Pictures—Common Time the Universal Rythm—Million Dollar 
Bake Shop~and these are just typical of the 


200 Fascinating Subjects 
with 


200 Absorbing Illustrations 


which make up this most interesting magazine. 
Just note this brief summary of good things: 


MOTION PICTURE DEPARTMENT 
Sixteen pages—presenting the latest photo plays, 
with anecdotes of players and producers and, in addi- 
tion, carrying you through all the fascinating details 
of planning, staging, photographing and producing 
until finally before the screen you view with height- 
ened interest the films unrolled for your entertain- 


ment. 
WORLD'S PICTURE CALLERY 
History in the making as told by the camera in 
sixteen solid pages of striking photographs from all 
parts of the globe. A veritable travelogue and world 
epitome of unusual interest and educational value. 


THE GREAT ELECTRICAL SECTION 


tells you in simple language the fascinating Story of 
Electricity; keeps you in touch with electrical pro- 
gress the world over, and vividly shows the astonishing applications of this subtle 
force—facts of vital interest to everyone. The subject is covered from every conceiv- 
able viewpoint, appealing alike to general reader, student, amateur, or practical man. } 
This 64 page section, alone, constitutes a magazine replete with entertainment and in- 
struction for all the family. 


MANY OTHER LIVE ARTICLES 


| devoted to modern progress along every line. Thirty-two pages present the latest ad- 
| vances in science, industry, agriculture, city building, railroading, automobiling, 
y travel, art, amusements, and all the varied activities of our complex civilization. 
From everywhere there is brought before you vivid, living pictures and views of the 
world in action, interesting—educational—uplifting. This immense entertainment of 
128 pages—200 Subjocts—2C0 Iiustrations —awaits you in 


POPULAR ELECTRICITY th? WORLD'S ADVANCE 


for February 15¢ a Copy 
Get It Today From Your Newsdealer 


If your dealer cannot supply you send us his name and 
your own name and address with l5c for a copy postpaid, 


POPULAR ELECTRICITY PUBLISHING CO., 350 NO. CLARK STREET, CHICAGO, ILL 


























Stories With Smiles 


Satisfaction, Not Sympathy—There is no love lost between the 
Scotch and Irish. This lack of sympathy was illustrated aptly by 
Duncan Marshall, the minister of agriculture from Edmonton, Cap. 
ada, during his recent visit to Chicago. 

An Irishman had been through the Crimean War and had re. 
turned to the ould sod in a rather mutilated condition. One leg hag 
been cut off, an arm had been taken away by a charge of grapeshot, 
and he had lost an ear, his nose and one eye. 

On his return home some of his friends took compassion on him 
and obtained for him a stand near one of the public monuments, 
where he could beg for alms. 

One day a Scotchman came along and dropped a half crown into 
the mendicant’s hat. He passed along, but after a few steps he 
turned, and to the great astonishment of the unfortunate, placed q 
sovereign in the hat. 

**And is it my pitiable condition,’’ asked the mendicant, ‘‘that 
moves you to such generosity?’’ 

“It is not,’’ was the Scotchman’s reply; ‘‘but you’re the first 
Irishman I’ve ever seen who’s been trimmed to my satisfaction,’’— 
Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


Mrs. Snimpf’s Vote—‘‘You see, it’s this way,’’ explained the 
tall woman who had rung Mrs. Pegasus Snimpf’s doorbell. “If 
every woman in the city signs this pledge, declaring that she wants 
to vote’’—— 

‘**But,’’ interrupted Mrs. Snimpf, ‘‘I’ve got a vote.’’ 

“*What!’’ exclaimed the tall woman. ‘‘You don’t mean to say 
you disguise yourself as a man on election day?’’ 

‘‘Not at all,’’ assured Mrs. Snimpf. 

‘‘Then would you mind signing this paper? I promise you that 
if you sign this paper you’!] have a vote within a year.”’ 

‘**But,’’ persisted Mrs. Snimpf, ‘‘I’ve got a vote.’’ 

‘**T don’t understand,’’ said the tall woman coldly. 

‘Well, wait here for five minutes and you’ll understand. Here 
he is now.’’ 

Mr. Pegasus Snimpf, measuring five feet two inches in both 
stocking feet, was ascending the front steps. 

‘‘Peggie,’’ said his wife sternly, ‘‘you’re two minutes late! Go 
in and help the cook with the supper!”’ 

‘*Yes’m,’’ said Pegasus Snimpf meekly and disappeared in the 
house. 

**You see, I’ve got a vote,’’ said Mrs. Snimpf. 

**You bet you have!’’ said the tall woman admiringly. ‘Well, 
I’ll try next door.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


She Was Supplied— While traveling through the rural districts 
of Missouri, a book salesman approached a farmer and stood for sev- 
eral minutes importuning him to buy the book he was selling. Pres- 
ently the farmer blinked his eyes and said, ‘‘No, it ain’t no use. I 
can’t read.’’ 

The salesman paused a moment and then said, ‘‘But you must 
have some one in your home that can read. Your wife, your chil- 
dren—I know they would be interested.’’ 

“‘Yes, my daughter can read,’’ replied the Missourian; ‘‘but 
she’s got a book.’’—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


Perfectly Satisfied—A large, slouchy, colored man went shuffling 
down the road, whistling like a lark. His clothes were ragged and 
his shoes were out at toes and heels, and he appeared to be in the 
depths of poverty for all his mirth. 

As he passed a prosperous-looking house, a man stepped from 
the doorway and hailed him. “Hey, Jim! I got a job for you. Do 
you want to make a quarter?”’ 

‘*No, sah,”’ said the ragged one. ‘‘I done got a quarter.’’— 
Everybody’s Magazine. 

Heartless Girls—Representative Underwood said of the worldli- 
ness of the modern girl: 

‘IT have just heard of an episode illustrating the modern girl’s 
worldliness. 

‘‘A young man said to a very beautiful girl, 

** “Miss Winchester—Muriel—I am not rich, but’ 

‘*With a slight gesture of her white hand the girl silenced him. 

‘* «That will do, Mr. Hazelmere,’ she said. ‘No.’ ’’—Washing- 
ton Star. 


‘*That fellow certainly is a dub.’’ 

‘‘For why ?”’ 

“I told him I bossed my wife and he went and told her.’’— 
Louisville Courier Journal. 
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HEN you say, "Here’s how" over a 
Club Cocktail, you attain the ultimate 
in good drinking. 
Because Club Cocktails are the finest drink in the 


world. They're smooth and mellow, with the rare 
fragrance of selected old liquors, expertly mixed and 


aged in wood. Order your particular kind from 
your dealer today. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 















YouShouldBeWell and Happy 


i} My invaluable little book tells you 
i how Nature will restore your birth- 
right of Health, Success and Happi- 
ness—setting forth with many valu- 
able suggestions the way to right 
living. If you suffer from any form of 
stomach or bowel trouble, you cannot 
afford to miss the opportunity of ob- 
taining this remarkable book FREE. 

No man or woman handicapped by the 
poisoning effects of Constipation can go far 
along the road to success. Learn how you may 
be made well and happy without the use of 
medicines or apparatus 

Send for my free book today 


HERR WIPFLER, 57 City Bldg.,Elmira,N.Y. 








‘iam This Handsome 
Watch Fob 
FREE 


You like to HUNT and FISH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN 
Magazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stories 
and valuable information about 
guns, fishing tackle, camp-out- 
fits—the best places to go for 
fish and game, and a thousand 
and one valuable “How to” 
hints for Sportsmen. The 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of good 
fellows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns about 
their experiences with 
rod, dog, rifle and gun. 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months’ 
trial subscription to the 
NATIONAL SPORTS- 
MAN and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of Charge 


One of these Handsome 
Ormula Gold Watch 
Fobs with russet 
leather strap. 


Don’t Delay—Send your order Today. 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 32 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 
































Passing the Mustard 


The Hotel Teacup’s Secret 
It was but a hotel teacup, 
Not expected thus to speak up 
And converse with human beings who im- 
bibed their chicory; 
Yet it gave a wicked wink, 
As I started in to drink— 
**Wicked,’’ did I say? Begorry, it was 
tough as hickory! 


**Now, what’s bit you, cup of mine?’’ 
Queried I, quick to divine 
It had something on its conscience that it 
fain would spill, I wist. 
Then the teacup slyly chuckled, 
While the menial who truckled 
Full of tipful hopes about me was impa- 
tiently dismissed. 
I would hearken to the tale 
Of this grimed, unholy grail, 
That by lips of folks unnumbered had 
been oft and often kissed. 


**T’m a wild and wayward cup,”’ 
Said the vessel, leering up. 
**In the cloak of caffeine innocence I mask 
me all the week: 
But when Sunday comes—hurray ! 
Do not give my snap away !— 
I am used for other purposes of which we 
may not speak. 
For my curved walls stand between 
Prying eyes and stuff that’s green, 
Red or yellow, as the order comes, despite 
my aspect meek.’’ 


Now whene’er my coffee cup 
By its handle I take up, 
I imagine I can hear it slyly chuckling, 
see it wink. 
For it knows that I am wise 
To its use as a disguise, 
When on ‘‘dry town’”’ Sunday evenings it 
is used for stiffer drink. 
—Strickland Gillilan,in Indianapolis Star. 


Crabbed—Crabb—A speaker in Syracuse 
said that the women of to-day are not 
using their brains. 

Mrs. Crabb—She’s right. If they were, 
there wouldn’t be so many getting mar- 
ried.—Buffalo Express. 


Quite Different—Ned—tThey say a mer- 
ciful man is merciful to his beast. 

Ted—That’s right. 

Ned—Then your brother is not merci- 
ful. Isaw him kick his dog. 

Ted —Oh, that wasn’t his dog. 
his wife’s.— Yonkers Statesman. 


It was 


A Near-humorist—‘‘Pa, what is a near- 
humorist?’’ 

‘‘A near-humorist, son, is a person who 
says, when he finds an oyster in a stew, 
‘Well, well, little stranger, what are you 
doing here?’ ’’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles.[Adv.]} 


Just Out! 


New “Block”? Monograms! 


The latest idea 
in watch cases. 
Superbly beauti- 
ful. Your own 
monogram in 
handsome Block 
design (many de- 
signs to choose 
from), engraved 
in the superb 
gold strata case. 
The newest thing 
—just conceived 
and offered di- 
rect to you. 


Read Below 























The superb Burlington Special now 
at the DIRECT rock-bottom price—the 
same price that even the wholesale 
jeweler must pay. You may secure one 
of these superb timepieces—a watch of 
the very latest model, popular new thin design, 
adjusted to the second—19 jewels—adjusted to 
positions AND temperature AND isochronism— 
the most perfect product of the world’s most 
expert watch manufacturers—at the price that 
even wholesale jewelers must pay—and in order 
to encourage everybody to secure this watch at 
once, pay this rock-bottom price, either for cash 
or $2.50 a month! 


We send the watch on approval, prepaid. 
You risk absolutely nothing—you pay nothing—not 
one cent, unless you want this exceptional offer 
after seeing and thoroughly inspecting the 
watch. Read the coupon below. 


New Ideas in Watch Cases! 


Open face or hunting case, ladies’ or gentle- 
men’s sizes. These can be had in the newest ideas: 
Block and Ribbon Monograms, Diamond Set, 
odge, French Art and Dragon Designs, Etc. 
Imagine a beautiful hunting case with your on 
monogram on one side and the emblem of your lod®e. 
or any emblem on the other side. Our catalog shows: 
complete illustration. See the coupon below. 


Write For Free Watch Book 








Learn the inside facts about watch prices, aon oes 
ae Bae many a — of ae 

urlington over double-priced pro- 
ducts. Just — or oo FREE 
a letter or a postal. his 
offer while it lasts. oo Book Coupon 
Burlington Watch Co. Burlington Watch Co. 


‘s* 19th St. and Marshall Blvd. 


19th Street and Chicago, IIL. 


‘a 
Marshall Blvd. ” Dept. 2471 














Chicago ,6 Please send me (without obligation and 
@* prepaid) your free book on watches and a copy 
Dept. 6° of your 1 AC caienge, with Sul enpianesenetvers 
2471 o@* cash or $2.00 a month offer on the Burlington Watch, 
Cuacas 
Name... 
Address. 





WEEK 


CLEAR PROFIT FOR YOU 






















In the minute picture business. Everybody 
buys. Fairs, picnics, parades, and all busy places 
offer you an unlimited money-making 
field. No experience needed. 


$12°° Starts You 


in your own business that will easily 
bring you $50 weekly profit. 
W.©. Cox, Ind., made $48 in 2 days. 
Nichols, Pa., made $21.26 in 5 
hours. This chance is yours with a 
One Minute Camera Gar 
Makes finished photos on post cards as 
and buttons in one minute. Detailed 
information free. Write at once. 
THE one MINUTE CAMERA CO. 
D 344 3 So. Clark Street CHICAGL 
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Every Married Couple 


and all who contemplate marriage 


Should Own 


this complete informative book 


e Science of a 


New Life” 


By JOHN COWAN, M. D. 


most medical and 
throughout the U. S. 
secrets of married happiness, so often 
revealed too late! No book like it to he 
had at the price. We can only givea 








few of the chapter subjects here as this 
The reguiar price is | book is not meant for children. (Agents 
$3.00. lu order to 3) 
introduce this work wanted). 
fate on - igh Marriage and Its Advantages. Age at Which 
horh ee oe” Ra 4 te Marry. Law of Choice. Love Analysed. Quali- 
we will t a anal ties One Should Avoid in Choosing. Anatomy of 
- . Reproduction. Amativeness : Continence. Chil 
time, send one copy dren. Genius 
only to any reader of ~ . 
— Conception. Pregnancy. Confinement. Nurs- 
Sle Bas cone gga ing. How a Happy Married Life is Secured 
= ¢ of 2.00 Fe bescriptive circular giving full aud complete 
D “ table of contents mailed FREER 








J.S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., $3. 9's 


HOTEL ALBERT 


11TH STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 


NEW YORK CITY 
Clese te Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 

MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 


300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 
RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 
Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 
Moderate Prices 
Send for free iMustrated Guide and Map of New York City 























LA FOLLETTE’S 
WEEKLY 


Tells you fearlessly, candidly interest. 
ingly the inside of public affars--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription pri-s, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 
if you will send us the names of five per- 
sons i d in the prog cause. 
La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 











WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and “ How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. $2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 











All perfectly proper young 
men and some who are—well, 
no matter, you will like 


“What the 
Doctor Ordered” 


To be found on the front 
cover of next week’s JUDGE , 











Endorsed and recommended by fore- 
religious critics 
Unfolds the 








Her Terrible Mistake—‘‘What caused 
the coolness between you and that young 
doctor? I thought you were engaged.’’ 

‘‘His writing is rather illegible. He 
sent me a note for one thousand kisses.’’ 

**Well?’’ 

“I thought it was a prescription and 
took it to be filled.’’—Normal Advance. 


Fie upon Thee, Fido!—Anzious author 

What do you think of this play? 

Manager—You had better send it toa 
movie concern. 

Anxious author—Why? 

Manager—Words cannot express the 
sadness of it.—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lan- 


tern. 
» 
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October Mourn 
—California Pelican. 


















Qualification — Jndignant daughter —I 
won’t marry old Goldbags! /{ He has noth- 
ing to recommend him except his money. 

Mother (soothingly)—And heart dis- 
ease, my dear. — Pennsylvania Punch 
Bowl. 


Getting Familiar — Prof. Sprockett — 
What do you mean, Mr. Brown, by speak- 
ing of Willie Shakespeare, Jimmie Riley, 
Jack Whittier and Bert Burns? 

Brown—Well, you told me to get fa- 
miliar with those authors.—Penn State 
Froth. 


Among the Rustics—*‘ Your shavin’ pow- 
der ain’t no good,’’ said Rustic Simplicis- 
simus to the drug clerk. ‘‘I put some on 
my face last night, and the hair is longer 
than ever.’’—Texas Coyote. 


Assisted— Tom—Jack said he was too 
bashful to ask Helen to marry him last 
night. 

Bob—Well, I suppose about midnight 
her father came down and helped him out. 

-Cornell Widow. 


The Young Wretch!—‘‘ Wait just a min- 
ute, Helen, dear. Here comes a car with 
a higher step.’’—California Pelican. 


Regret? 

I intended no harm— 

Tell me how to appease her— 
I intended no harm, 
But her waist was the charm; 
It seemed made for my arm. 

I was sure it would please her. 
I intended no harm— 

Tell me how to appease her. 

—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 














“A Club 
Sandwich’ 


By 


JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


A dainty morsel for good 
livers. The sort of a sand- 
wich that never disagrees 
with anyone—in fact, it’s 
really an aid to digestion. 


Just the kind of a picture 
for a “den” or sitting-room. 


In color, 9 x 12, double 
mounted on heavy 
25¢c 


white mat, 11 x 14, 


Judge 


225 Fifth Ave. New York 


[a a oe = COUPON = = ee ae 
Judge—1-24-14 
JUDGE 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me 
**A Club Sandwich.” 


Name 





CO 
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HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway, 31st to 32nd Street, New York 


Dancing every afternoon from four 
to six-thirty. in the Palm Garden. 


Under the Direction of 


| MR. G. HEPBURN WILSON, M. B. | 











Supper Dance from ten to one in Palm 
Garden, with choice of Service—a la carte or 
Selected Menu, $1.00. 


Irresistible dance music, excelling any 
other in New York, by the celebrated Im- 
perial Orchestra, increased by drums and 
Hungarian Cymbals. 








Neco pecan ceeeeeneeeeeeay, 





















Red 
or Black, 
44% or 5% in. 


FREE oii orders. 


YOUR CORRESPONDENCE 


8 pleasure, if you have a smooth, easy-writing 














DON’T TRY TO BE A 
CHAUFFEUR 


6 1S —or go to ANY AUTO SCHOOL till you read our 
Hi GUIDE—Don't be deceived by schools which claim 

OK EVERYTHING and give NOTHING. You 
’ 0 a can't afford to spend a penny till you get our Free Book 


PRACTICAL AUTO SCHOOL, 68-V-Beaver St., NewYork City. 


—— 










want to be “‘ up to date.’ 


is searched. ‘Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 


9 Press Cutting Bureau 
will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear about 
you, your friends, or any subject on which you may 
Every newspaper and peri- 
odical of importance in the United States and Europe 











“The Hotel of American Ideals.” 


Hotel P owhatan 








WASHINGTON, D. C. 


New—Fireproof. 








European Plan. 
Pennsylvania Ave., at 18th and H Streets, 


within walking distance of shops. theatres and public 
buildings. Overlooks the White House. 


Rooms, detached bath, $1.50, $2 up. 
Rooms, private bath, $2.50, $3 up. 


Restaurant a la Carte, Palm Court, American Indian 
Grill, Tea Room, Grand Pips Organ, Orchestra. Write 
for Souvenir Booklet, with Map. 

i k for special itinerary for Bridal Couples, Conven- 
tions, Tourist Parties, Schools and Colleges. 


CLIFFORD M. LEWIS, Mgr. 























Winnowed 


First Impressions 

If a woman still laughs at her hus- 
band’s jokes after ten years, there is lit- 
tle prospect of business in that family 
for the divorce lawyer. 

Most fellows who think the world owes 
them a living are-inclined to insist on 
living high. 

A good deal of the food for thought 
offered by the modern drama lacks con- 
siderably of complying with the pure- 
food law. 

The average husband believes that 
economy, like charity, should begin at 
home.—FPeoria Journal. 


Oh, These Journalists!—Prof—Here’s a 
story about a man who failed in business 
and then drowned himself. How would 
you head that? 

Embryonic editor—How would ‘‘Could 
Not Keep Head above Water’’ do? — 
Columbia Jester. 


He Couldn’t Be Sure—Lawyer—You say 
you saw this tiara on the lady’s hair? 

Witness—I said she wore this tiara. 

L.—But did she wear it on her hair? 

W.—I don’t know. 

L.—Look here, sir! No facetiousness! 


You say you saw this lady wearing this 


tiara, and you refuse to state and deny 


knowing whether or not she wore it on 
her hair. I wish to call the court’s at- 


tention to this refusal to answer. 
W.—I am not refusing to answer. 


L.—And you say you don’t know 
whether she wore this on her hair when 


you saw her wear it? 


W.—I do not know whether she wore 


it on her hair. 
L.—Why do you not know? 


W.—I am not sure it was her hair she 


wore under the tiara.—IJndianapolis Star. 


Timely Caution—‘‘Genevieve, I notice 
you like to write your name on the eggs 


you pack.”’ 


**Yes,’’ admitted the dairy maid. ‘‘Do 


you object?’’ 

‘“‘Not at all,’’ said the farmer. ‘‘You 
have a pretty name. Write it upon all 
the eggs you please. But don’t set down 
any dates.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


The Little Scoundrel — Teacher — Will 
you decline ‘‘Ein Glass Bier’’? 

James Henry—I never have yet.—-Har- 
vard Lampoon. 


Making Progress—‘‘I am glad to see you 
home, Johnny,’’ said the father to his 
small son, who had been away at school, 
but who was now home on his vacation. 
‘‘How are you getting on at school?”’ 

‘‘Fine!’’ said Johnny. ‘‘I have learned 
to say ‘Thank you’ and ‘If you please’ in 
French.”’ 

*‘Good!’” said’ the father. ‘‘That’s 
more than you ever learned: to say in 
English.’’—Ladies’ Home Journal. 


Retaliation—‘‘It’s going to be war to 
the knife,’’ declared the suburban man, 
who was feeding his chickens. 

**What now?”’ asked the friend. 

‘‘Why, Blinks sent me a box of axle 
grease and advised me to use it on my 
lawn mower.’”’ 

*“Well?’’ 

**Well, I sent it back and teld him to 
use it on his daughter’s voice.’’—Lippin- 
cott’s Magazine. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








The 


Little Riding School 


Conducted by 


Mrs. Victor Grimwood 


at 


124-130 W. 56th St., New York 


Large Arena, Excellent 
Horses, Skilled and Effi- 
cient Instructors, Com- 
modious Stabling, Com- 
fortable Dressing Rooms. 


Rates on Application. 


9880 


Telephone—Columbus 5976 


Summer Branch, Tuxedo Park, N. Y. 
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Better than Scotch 


Gooderham & Worts, Ltd., Toronto, Canada 


1 A memorandum book containing ‘‘How to mix over one 
g hundred delightful drinvks,"’ and other information 
—— 


Better than Irish 


G. & W. 


Canadian 
Distilled and Bottled in Bond by 


Better than Bourbon Better thn Rye 


h 

will be sent for a two cent stamp to thoge in the United 

States who state where they have tasted and recom- 
mended Gooderham & Worts Canadian Whisky and send name to 
Department “L’’, No. 225 E. Llinois St., Chicago, Ill. 
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examination — all charges prepaid. 
Money refunded if not satist: 


a fF WRITE 
O VALLE’ 
Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they a scratch a file an! 
will cut glass. rilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumredin1]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring, pin or stad for 
No money in advance. 
actory. Write today for free catalog. 
Indianap- 


VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bidg., , 














HOTEL 
EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


@ A Step from Broadway. 

@ Absolutely Fireproof. 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 

@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why 

ay more when our service is equalled only 
* the best? 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 
E. W. WARFIELD, -— - 





Manager 
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Look for this Cover! 


At your newsdealer’s—the February Vanity Fair. A great pictorial re- 
view of Sports, the Stage, Fashions, Art and Literature, 25c. a copy. 





